SAM  JOPLIN'S  EPIGASTEIC  NEEVE

" Only one way to fix him/' remarked Stebbins,
picking up his mahlstick from the grass beside him.

" How ? " came a chorus.

" Scare him to death."

The painters laid down their brushes. Stebbins
rarely expressed an opinion; any utterance from him,
therefore, carried weight.

" Go for him about his health, I tell you/' con-
tinued Stebbins, dragging a brush from the sheaf
in his hand.

"But there's nothing the matter with him/' an-
swered Marny. " He's as skinny as a coal-mine
mule, but he's got plenty of kick in him yet."

" You're dead right, Marny," answered Stebbins,
"but he doesn't think so. He's as big a fool over
every little pain as he is over his theories."

" ISTiver cracked his jaw to me about it," sput-
tered Malone from between the puffs of his pipe.

" "No, and he won't. I don't jump on him as
you fellows do and so I get his confidence. He's
in my room two or three times every night going
over his symptoms. When his foot's asleep he thinks
he's got creeping paralysis. Every time his breath,
comes short, his heart's giving out."

"That's hereditary! " said Marny; "he said so."

" Hereditary be hanged! Same with everything
else. Last night he dug me out of bed and wanted

182